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Welcome back to another splendid 
issue of fact, fun and adventure! 
You'll soon see how busy we've been 
this week. While I was fighting the 
hordes of devil spawned Werelok 
warriors, old Abslom Daak, that well- 
known Dalek killer and space adven¬ 
turer, was getting himself into all 
sorts of trouble. 

And if that's not enough excite¬ 
ment for you, why not enter our 
competition and perhaps win one of 
the 60 fantastic sci-fi war games! 

Also this week we have an 
exciting feature on the Movellans, 
those savage robotic creatures who 
dared to wage war on the Daleks! 
Quite an interesting read ... 

Well my little chums, don't let me 
keep you one more moment from all 
the thrills, danger and excitement 
that awaits you! 

Happy times and places. 
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[Write down on a postcard your list of 
jalternatives in order of preference. 

I For example, if you think alterna¬ 
tive a) is best, followed by g), then 
[write a) first, g) second, etc. 

| Then write out your own solution 
|to the dilemma and send your answers, 
[no later than April 25th, to us at: 


DOCTOR'S DILEMMA, 

Dr Who Weekly, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London NW5. 


Seeifyoucanhelpsolvethe. 
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THE MOVELLANS 

From the unknown depths of the universe, a new race of strange robotic 
beings come to threaten Dalek supremacy . . . 


T he Daleks had at last met 
their match! From the 
unknown depths of the 
universe, a new race of strange 
robotic beings had come to 
threaten Dalek supremacy. Each 
race now paused in its attack on 
the free beings of the cosmos. 
Amongst the ruins of the old 
Kaled city of Skaro, a new war 
was being fought . . . Victory was 
vital to both sides, for each race 
prevented the other from con¬ 
quering the universe! 


Who could have realised that 
the Movellans were anything 
more than what they seemed — a 
beautiful human race of warriors, 
dressed in white paper-sculptured 
uniforms. The only clue to their 
identity was in the gleaming, 
silver belts worn around their 
waists. No mere decoration but 
power packs containing vital 
operational circuitry . . . The 
Movellans ,were robots! 






















The humanoid appearance of 
the robots was so realistic that 
even the Doctor, a master sleuth 
in the detection of such dis¬ 
guises, was taken in by them. Yet 
he couldn't understand why they 
were so determined to disturb 
the crumbling remains of the old 
Kaled complex. Why unearth the 
terror of Skaro? Realisation 
slowly dawned on the Doctor. 
The Movellans were simply 
another galactic menace in search 
of universal domination! 


These evil metal creations 
were a formidable enemy indeed. 
Despite their appearance, they 
were capable of outstanding 
shows of physical strength, 
lifting massive boulders from the 
ragged mountain sides of Skaro. 
They were almost indestructible, 
for when damaged, a self-repair 
circuit quickly corrected the mal¬ 
function. 

Despite each side's terrifying 
strength, the two greatest battle 
fleets in the universe had been 



caught in a logical stalemate. 
With battle computers of ulti¬ 
mate and similar design, each 
force could predict the next 
move of their opponent and 
counter it. Neither force had 
fired a missile against each other 
in centuries! 

The Daleks had returned to 
their desolate planet in search of 
an end to this logical stalemate. 
By evoking Davros, the evil 
power that had first given them 
life, they believed that it would 
be possible to destroy the 
Movellans forever! 

Their white robotic rivals soon 
came to realise that the strange 
eccentric humanoid, who unex¬ 
pectedly arrived on Skaro, was 
an old opponent of their deadly 
enemies — the Daleks! Had the 
Doctor knowledge which could 
help them win this terrifying 


battle 

The Doctor 

help the Movellans. He 
that by destroying the 
menace and releasing the 
Ians upon the galaxy, 
simply have been replacing 
destructive terror with another! 

The stalemate in space 
mains, and until either 
thinks illogically and switches 
the battle computer, the 
can be rest-assured of 
peace. 


















WHO CARES! 


Once more, we have a huge 
batch of your letters — and 
' >s - to print so let's 
get straight into them . . . 


Dear Doctor, 

I have collected your 
comic since the very first 
issue, and I think that it's 
great. I must say though, 
that I was surprised with 
what happened in the latest 
issue, after all, surely even 
you can't stop the Meep 
from destroying the world 

Good luck with your 
future adventures! 

Graham Spoor, 
Sunderland. 

Nothing's impossible, old 
chap, why / can remember 
much stickier situations, 
just a matter of knowing 
what you're doing! 


Weekly makes me really 
excited. 

I haven't seen it yet, but 
I'm sure that it will look 
good. 

Ian McPhail, 

Well, Keith and Ian, thank 
you for your confidence. 
Now be sure and let me 
know what you think of my 
look comic. 


Dear,Doctor, 

I've just seen the great 

Dr Who Weekly. I must say 
that I'm looking forward to 
the great new look Dr Who 
Weekly. 

As soon as we get details, 
I'm going to make sure thSt 
I join UNIT, and the news 
page you mentioned sounds 
great! 

We've all seen the good 
work you've done before, so 
I think that you're going to 
make Dr Who Weekly un¬ 
beatable with this new look. 

Good luck, keep up the 
good work! 

Keith Pritchett, 
Borehamwood. 



Dear Doctor, 


Header J. Bruce from 
Oxford. 

Dear Doctor, 

I've just read the latest 
episode of your adventure 
against the Meep, and I 

getting very exciting. 

prised that you're still 
around to let us know what 
happened, as in the latest 
episode it looked as if the 
Meep had well and truly 
messed things up for the 
world! 

breath the following 
episodes! 

Dave Martin, 
Cardiff. 



going wrong for him! 

Surely you could s 
us a story with Kroton 
where something went right 
for him, after all, he is the 
only decent Cybern 
around. 

Please stop showing 
the times when Kroton is 
left deserted in space! 

Sarah Johnson, 
Hammersmith. 


Dear Doctor, 

I think that your comic 
is brilliant, and have been 
collecting it since issue six- 

I particularly like the 
fantastic Dr Who strip with 
it's Dave Gibbons artwork. 
Mr Gibbons has managed to 
bring life to a great tele¬ 
vision character. 

You can't imagine how 
annoyed I am to have 
missed those first few 


Dear Doctor, 

I would like to make a 
few comments about your 
comic. Doctor Who Weekly. 

I would like to see more 
stories connected with the 
future rather than the past 
in your Tales of the 
TARDIS series. 

Lets have more stories 
featuring some of the old 
Doctors, or all of them 
incorporated in one story! 

Glenn Sanders, 
Manchester. 

Dear Doctor, 

Why is it that the Kroton 
stories in your comic always 
disappoint me? Poor old 
Kroton must be getting a bit 
fed up with things always. 



Dear Doctor, 

The back-up story i 
Who Weekly 24 ws 
masterpiece. The twis 
the tale was a bit predict¬ 
able, but enjoyable ns 
theless. Mind you, it's £ 
sad that Kroton, in his 
appearances in your comic 
has only been happy for 

I hope that Kroton meets 
someone who will stay wil 
him for more than a while. 

What about a team-t 
with Abslom Daak som 
time in your great comic! 

Paul Cadney, 
Middx. 


Who Cares! 

Doctor Who Weekly, 
Marvel Comics, 
Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish 
Town Road, 

London IMW5. 















HOTLINE 
QUIZ 

fBl Calling all UNIT Force Fighters! 


SKY-WATCH! 

SHSiSSaa S ga 

HHS 

m mm 


™ about the alien threat? Here 

tayp ^ our chan . ce to find out in ° 

1. Who is UNIT'S commandi 



triecfto overThrow'the'^Dalek's 
supreme tyranny? 

3. UNIT'S scientific advisor, code 


_ '-ssi 

somiah H know your enemy 























































































































































2/QW-lTfcKATE? .i>»»TTT7~rT 

*--v,09Atj HJUJSlS^fr^MoNo 

r , - , ALBUM 1 H 7 r«-5fc+ 

'^N<:$l$ OF TH< t>AL<K*‘ A complete dr.uho adventure! c «s erre-v. 

WITH THE VOICES OF TOM BAKER, ELIZABETH SLADEN , IAN MARTER & MANY OTHERS . 1 


1 ON SATURDAY APRIL 19th.t980 1 

comi 

BRITAIN’S LARGEST 

CENTRAL HALL 

COMIC MART 

1C fll ART 

FANTASY FAN GATHERING AT THE 
..WESTMINSTER, LONDON. 

FUTURE MARTS 

sts 

plemTS A In°s N a.e. 

™ !! S ™ INSTER °* 

si::.- 

177. 11, ,2, 24, “• 59 ‘ 7? ' ,69> 

OSHBiO 







































W ithin seconds of the TARDIS 
materialising on Deneb III, the 
Doctor emerged through the 
weatnered doors with the eager enthu- 
n of a schoolboy loose in a sweet- 

He feasted his gaze on the lush, 
unspoiled landscape of rolling grass¬ 
land that undulated away to his left 
i ended abruptly at a cliff. The 
pounding waves of an azure sea 
crashed against the rocks below. 
Ahead, and to his right, monolithic 
sandstone peaks ranged along the 
coastline while to his rear, behind the 
TARDIS, nestled a forest of pines 
resplendant in the golden glare of a 


blazing sun. The Doctor was already a 
hundred paces away from the 
TARDIS, calling for K-9 to follow, 
before the somewhat less enthusiastic 
robot-computer appeared in view, his 
sensors analyzing the alien environ- 

"What about the Mistress?" he 
queried, reluctant to leave Sharon 
sleeping and alone in the time-space 
machine, yet not wanting his master to 
fall into goodness-only-knows what 
trouble. 

"Oh, come now, K-9," responded 
the Doctor. "We'll be back before she 
misses us. Stop dragging your rollers!" 

With that, the Doctor marched on. 


up the gradient towards the sandstone 
peaks, with the robot dog hot or 

They had barely made the foothills 
when K-9 halted and proceeded t 
study a small object partially obscured 
in a clump of long grass. 

"Master. . ?" 

"What now, K-9? There are t 

Pausing in mid sentence, his gaze 
found his lagging companion . 
apparently sniffing at the grass . 
evidently K-9 had found something of 
interest. 

"An ovoid artifact. Master", said 











emitting pulses of energy but is 
apparently harmless." 

"Can't you be more precise than 
that, K-9? With all the electronic 
circuitry built into you, my little 
chum. I'd expect a more positive 
report than that. Why, it could 
explode or something." 

"Sorry Master, insufficient data." 

"Never mind, K-9. Let me see." 

The Doctor knelt down, fingers, 
gingerly running over the egg-shaped 
object, metallic in nature and perfectly 
smooth. His hand closed around it. 
The egg began to vibrate and grow hot 
to his touch — and then a pulsating 
glow encompassed the Doctor and he 
vanished, leaving a perplexed K-9 
standing alone, his sensor probing the 
air. The Doctor's universe reeled, he 
seemed to fall, suddenly he felt firm 
qround beneath his feet, and behind 
him, a voice! "An interesting speci¬ 
men, my brothers!" 

The Doctor observed the two con- 
versants as they, in turn, observed him. 
Grotesquely humanoid in appearance, 
albino-white, and completely hairless 
they gave the impression that they 
were nothing more than two-year old 
infants. They continued to stare, a 
look of pleasure upon them, as the 
Doctor spoke . 

"My word, what a spectacular way 
to travel," he commented. "You really 
must explain how you do it. Obviously 
teleportation, but by mere contact 
with such a small object... it really is 
incredible." 

He looked around him. Wherever he 
was, a chamber of sorts, he could see 
no doors or windows or any other 
means of entrance or exit. While there 
was light, faint though it was, no 
power source was evident. The floor 
was covered with a filmy sand-like 
substance that crunched beneath his 
feet. The room itself was almost 
barren. No seating or tables. No 
decorations or reading matter. Only a 
pile of assorted objects, piled on top 
of one another, off to his right. 

He stepped forward, hand out¬ 
stretched, making to introduce 
himself, but his strange hosts ignored 
him. Instead, they resumed their 
conversation, at which point the 
Doctor noticed that they communi¬ 
cated purely by telepathy. As he 
listened in on their conversation, his 
superior mind seemingly having no 
difficulty in picking up their telepathic 
exchanges or meaning, it became 
evident that they were taken aback by 
the Doctor's apparent unconcern at 
finding himself in their midst, unlike 
others they had seen. 

"You do not seem to be afraid, 
creature. Why is that?" The question 
was asked by both in unison. 


"I do apologise," replied the 
Doctor. "I didn't realise that that was 
a requirement of your invitation. 
Anyway, I never was too good at that 
sort of thing so I don't think I'll 
bother if you don't mind." 

The discussions between the two 
began anew, both showing signs of 
agitation as they attempted to under¬ 
stand the Doctor's apparent uncon- 

"Do you think we can?" queried 
one. "He may prove harmful to us . . . 
he is. not the one we established 
contact with ..." 

"No . . . But it has been a long 

As they conversed, ignoring his 
movements, the Doctor was able to 
give the objects off to his right closer 
scrutiny. He silently wished that he 
hadn't as the hairs on his neck bristled 
at the realisation that they were the 
tattered remains of humanoid clothing 
and discarded personal possessions. It 


now became perfectly clear that he 
had not been abducted as a specimen 
for study, but as the main course on 
his captors' luncheon menu; one they 
now had serious doubts about 
consuming. 

Pressing his advange, the Doctor 
rounded on the duo in mock belige- 
rence, an emotion utterly alien to 
them and one they had not before 
encountered. They cowered away, 
frightened now for the first time in 
their lives, and anxious to rid him 
from their presence. 

"Well, come on!" exclaimed the 
Doctor. "I can't stand around here all 
day and talk to you fellows, send me 
back to where I came from!" 

"Brother and I know not how to do 
such a thing," telephathed one of the 
duo. "Since we first hungered, our 
food has come whenever we wished it! 
Always it was docile. Never have we 

"And just how do you know when 
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food is available?" queried the Doctor. 

"We just . . . know! We think of 
feeding and it arrives." 

The Doctor considered this 
information. "Well then, I suggest you 
chaps just think of sending me back!" 
he commanded. 

"We have fried that already, with¬ 
out success as you can see." Came the 
reply. 

As strange as it seemed, it was 
obvious to the Doctor that these 
creatures had never left the egg 
from the moment of their birth and 
relied on their telepathic link with the 
egg-shaped object to provide them 
with their nourishment. 

But what to do? Sooner or later the 
creatures would begin to overcome 
their fears and doubts. 

How far he had been teleported he 
could only guess, but it seemed a safe 
assumption that he was inside one of 
the sandstone peaks if he was to 
believe the evidence of the sandy floor 
of the chamber. His only hope was 
K-9, presuming that he was in close 
proximity and that the chamber was 
not buried too deeply inside the peak 


so as to muffle the sound of his dog- 
whistle. The Doctor blew . . . and 
crossed his fingers! 

Minutes passed without incident 
and the Doctor began to feel his last 
hope fading. 

Then the chamber moved. Not a 
movement caused by violent moun¬ 
tainous upheaval, rather a rolling 
motion that sent the Doctor careering 
into the piles of littered clothing to be 
engulfed moments later by sand 
slithering down towards him. The 
floor took the place of a wall and a 
wall became a floor. The two crea¬ 
tures, remaining seated, glided with 
the movement as though they had 
experienced the sensation before. 

And then the wall of the chamber 
disintegrated, shattered by a piercing 
beam of radiant energy that left in it's 
wake a hole approximately waist high 
and almost fried the three occupants 
of the chamber to a crisp! 

The Doctor made for the opening 
to find himself struggling through a 
thick jungle of giant grass before 
emerging into what seemed at first 
glance to be a clearing. 


He looked around — then up — to 

see looming high above him ... a giant 
K-9! 

"MASTER?" 

To K-9, his query was merely a 
whisper; to the Doctor it was a sonic 
boom. He covered his ears as he sank 
to his knees, fighting against the waves 
of unconciousness that threatened to 
overwhelm him. 

Then dizziness. Conflicting feelings 
of falling down into a pit and rising 
high into the sky at the same time! 

His eyes opened. K-9 stood at his 
feet. "Oh, what happened?" he 
groaned. 

"If my sensors did not mislead me, 
master, once I aimed a pin-point beam 
of laser energy at the metal-egg object 
upon ascertaining that you were inside 
it, you suddenly appeared, no more 
than a few millimeters in height . . . 
and grew!" 

"You mean I was inside the egg ? I 
thought. . 

"Yes, Master?" 

"Never mind, K-9, never mind!" He 
bent down to retrieve the shattered 
remains of the egg. But nothing 
resembling the egg could be seen. 
"How frightfully uncivil," intoned the 
Doctor "to go without so much as a 
by your leave!" 

What they were; how they managed 
to survive in such an environment, and 
how it was possible for their victims to 
be reduced in size when teleported 
inside the egg, were questions the 
Doctor would puzzle over for some 
time. For now, however, he was happy 
to return to the TARDIS in one piece., 

"Master," came the question "data 
requested concerning events inside 
egg." 

"My dear old fellow," answered the 
Doctor . . . "inside the egg were two 
brigands who made a living by leading 
peaceful, non war-like creatures to 
their dooml" 

"But master" protested the dog . . . 
"It is understood how a computer's 
mind process could be mistaken for 
complete docility, but in your case. 
Master. . ." 

"Quite right, old chum," came the 
agreement, "but you didn't touch the 
egg, / did. It seemed our double-act 
quite surprised them!" 

Entering the TARDIS, the Doctor 
turned to his central control mech- 

"You know, K-9, an experience like 
that is enough to put one off ome¬ 
lettes for life," mused the doctor as he 
threw the dematerialisation lever. 

The TARDIS hummed, shimmered 
and disappeared back into limbo, 
carrying the Doctor and his 
companion off to who knows where. 
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CRAZY CAPTION 2 
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elcome to yet another of our great, zany crazy caption competitions. Old hands at this game will , 
know that all you have to do is think of the funniest line you can, to go with the empty speech 
_ _ balloon. (25 words or less), and you could win £5! Ten signed colour photos of Tom Baker as the 
Doctor will go to the ten runners-up. Send your entries on postcards only — postmarked no later than 27th 
April, to us at: 

CRAZY CAPTION 28, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 

205-211 Kentish Town Road, 

London NW5. 




THE WINNER: 









OUT OF THE FRYING PAnT 

In the summer of 1977 a man who went fishing in the Rio Negro 
W t V ne m the branches of a tree. In his attempts to 

free it he disturbed a nest of ferocious bees which attacked him in 

| 1 !TfnW^'^ n l q M Cl ^ ly ' he JU , mped int0 the water and esca Ped 
e ,hnJl nf l= a | k ' u " f ° rt ^ na 5 ely ' this attracted the attention of 
a^shoal of deadly piranha fish which ate the poor angler alive! 


NEAR MISS 

On the 10th August 1974, 
thousands of people in the 
USA saw what they took to be 
a flying saucer streaking across 
the sky. The event was 
observed by a US Air Force 
weather satellite which 
showed the alien invader to be 
a huge meteor, estimated to 
weigh around 1,000 tons. It 
was travelling at a speed of 
33,000 mph and missed our 
planet by a mere 36 miles. The 
destructive power of such a 
body is unimaginable. Astro¬ 
nomers calculate that, on aver¬ 
age, meteors of this size and 
larger collide with Earth once 
every 25,000 years. 


f NEST Soup. 

, cliffs in search of th b climb, '"9 
■' small orientalswift^lr P ests of a 

birds nor the.V ' S not the 
, a «ual nests wh^hlr 9 :,^ the 
: sought, for theseam k u- en,y 
neg ts of W hf c h tha bird's 
Chinese soup i s mad l he A * am °us 
does this great ripif d ' And what 

bnest bird's t the ver V 

^te^taste/ess. P ls abso ' 

"Tiny trouble - 

Surgeons in Cape Town South 
Africa recently conducted one of 
the strangest eye operations o 
all time. A tiny seed had lodged 
imthT left eye of an eight-year- 
old boy and had begun to 
sprout! 


poor angler alive! ■■ 

. FALSE LEADS AND FLYING^SAUC i 


JMADE IN JAPAN) 

Scientists in Japan have I 
invented artifical blood which I 
has already beenusedsuccess- I 
fully in more than 50 emer 1 
, gency cases and many expert I 
'mental trials. The "bloodI has 1 
no blood group so it can be I 
used on anybody, rt 1 

acceptable to dehovah s I 

Witnessess who normally I 

1 refuse blood transfusions on 
| religious grounds. 


MYSTERY DANCE 

No-one has ever seen the 
dances of the 3edouin women 
of the Sinai peninsula, not 
even themselves. They dance 
only on pitch-dark nights 
when there is no moon and 
the stars are hidden by clouds. 


SACRED SWIMMING 

lii you can't swim you will 
never be able to visit the 
Ghaibnath Siva Temple near 
Sultanganj, India. It is situated 
on an island in the River 
Ganges and is considered to be 
so sacred that worshippers are 
forbidden to approach it 
except by swimming. 

ATOMIC SPIDERS 

Michael King, a forestry 
wprker at Drigg, Cumbria 
claims to have discovered a 
clearing in the forest where, 
amid extremely lush and 
quick-growing vegetation, 
there are giant spiders — "very 
brightly coloured — blue, red 
and yellow" which spin webs 
"like steel". The area was once 
used as a dump for low-level 
radioactive waste from Wind- 
scale atomic power station. 


FLASHY FISHING 

The Anomalopidae or "Flashlight fishes" live in the depths of the 
ocean where little light penetrates so they have evolved their own 
headlamps. Just beneath each eye is an organ filled with luminous 
bacteria, which gives the fish enough light to be able to see by 
when hunting plankton at night. This has an obvious disadvantage; 
to any larger fish the little green lights are as good as a neon sign 
saying "food - this way to the tasty flashlight fish". So the clever 
little flashlight fish has a mechanism similar to an eyelid with 
which it covers up its headlamp whenever danger approaches. 
They also use this mechanism to flash signals to each other, in 
what looks like a fishy version of the Morse Code. (Perhaps it is 
the Morse Cod). 




























































































































The 

Professionals! 



Straight from TV come The Professionals with their 
high-powered Ford Capri 3.0 S. 

The perfectly detailed and life-like figures of Doyle, 
Bodie and Cowley are ready to go as 0.5. continues its 
neverending fight against crime. 

IPS full colourcatalogue send a stamped addressed envelope:Corgi,Dept.TA,The Mettoy Centre, Lodge Farm Industrial Estate, Northampton NN5 7XA. 
© Mark ./ ILW/Tf London Weekend Tension TM. 
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